FEET OF CLAY

"Yes. Why shouldn't she be Lesbian too," thought Simon. "A little
more or a little less, man or woman, what difference does it make?"

But Simon could not prevent a surge, inexplicable in him, of dis-
,gust...

Sylvaine with Simon, Anny with Sylvaine, Sylvaine with Maublanc,
Marthe with Wilner, Stenn with Marthe, Marthe with Simon, and
Simon with Stenn in the same Government... Simon with Madame
fiterlin, Madame Iherlin with Jean de La Monnerie, Jacqueline de.La
Monnerie with De Voos, De Voos with Sylvaine, Sylvaine with Wilner,
Simon with Sylvaine ... Suddenly that ballad of those hanged by sex
began running through his head. The macabre dance of love going
round and round, the generations mingling one with another and the
dead mixing with the living! Not only the stable, the manger and the
grindstone, but the riding school, the ox harnessed to the wheel and
trampling its own manure...

And the constant heaping of this ordure was accompanied by the
languorous sobbings of the same violin. And Simon had always before
his eyes, whether it was Neudeker ten years ago, or De Voos today, a
military hero rotted with drugs or alcohol to symbolize the decadence
of force.

Simon, who had amused himself for ten years watching this constant
interchange of couples, who had held his place in the game as he might
have sat at the big table in a casino, and with a similar vanity, was
now suddenly assailed with horror and disgust. Why? What was it
all about?

"I ought really to have stayed with Sylvaine," De Voos was saying
to Anny Feret. "She was a wonderful girl. I left her rather brutalrf.
Well, you see, a fortnight ago I had the cafard and I slept with her
again, just one night, like that; it did me good."

Simon felt as though a hot iron was piercing his skin. It was not
only painful; it was disquieting, because everything had changed, the
temperature of his limbs, the feel of his blood, the rhythm of his
thought. He wanted to knock this drunken cretin off his chair, and
only his sense of being a public personality restrained him.

"A fortnight ago..." That meant during a week in which Simon
had seen Sylvaine three or four times. Wasn't that enough for
her?

"But what's the matter with me?" Simon wondered. "I don't care
a damn about the girl. We see each other when we both want to. We
owe each other nothing. She's perfectly free to do what she likes on
the nights I'm not with her. I must be mad!"

He asked impatiently for the bill, paid it, scarcely said goodbye to
Anny Feret and left.

"I'm sure I must have put my foot in it," said the singer when he
had left the room.
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